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Nil Wear You Like My Own 


At the time they were in LA, an appropriate place for that particular day. They had time to kill before meeting 
up with the others at the club. Rob and Scotti had gone off to buy beer to take with them, not wanting to 
waste their profits on over-priced drinks at the club. Snake had gone off with them for the lack of wanting to 
do anything else. That left the two of them standing on the corner of the intersection It was beer, not a 
dissertation. All five of them didn't need to put their heads together to figure out what they needed. Alcohol 
on the cheap. Cans or bottles? It didn't matter. 


Rachel had been first to see the thrift shop, remarkably easy for the shop being a block away. Neon pink 


letters on a black folded chalkboard was hard to miss. 


He walked through the shop with a pink wig on, trying one hat after another on top of it. Rachel on the other 
hand was really making an effort, going through the pants and shirts, and creating quite a pile from it. There 
was a sweater that could have been done in a fish net style, in the yarn was actually knitted tightly. It looked 
more like a brown cobweb. Then there was a pair of tights that looked like they were a donation from Freddie 
Mercury, one leg black the other white. 


The last item was decidedly lack lustre in comparison, a black tee shirt with Faster Pussycat written across 


the chest. 


"Wouldn't a bodice be more appropriate? Or at least make this into a halter top?" Baz asked, grinning as he held 
it up to himself, trying to pose with it alongside his spiky pink hair and cowboy hat. 


When they left the store, wig and hat still on his head, Rachel's sweater, tights and shirt in a bag, Baz leaned 


down to whisper in his ear. "You have to wear your new outfit Tonight.” 


* 


The remarkable thing was that Rachel did wear the things he bought, on more than just one occasion, but he 
did play favouritism. It seemed as though he wore the shirt all the time. The photo sessions suggested as 
much, as well as live photos taken of them, but even when they were relaxing on the bus, waiting at a hotel, 
doing anything really, he noticed that Rachel wore the thing pretty frequently. 

"You know, its not doing us any favours," Baz commented, pulling his mug of coffee down to nod towards 
Rachel and Scotti. Rachel was reading the newspaper over Scotti's shoulder, all the other sections of the paper 
being used by other bandmates or crew members not so conveniently as close as Scotti. 


"That the DOW is up?" Scotti asked, glancing up from the economic statuses he was reading in the column. 


"Rachel's shirt," he corrected, shaking his head and tapping his foot against Rachel's. It wasn't his fault that his 


legs were long, he needed more room to stretch. "You've got to stop advertising for the competition" 


"What do you want me to do, wear a Skid Row shirt?" Rachel asked, ignoring the last of his breakfast. The 
toast had long gone cold, and the eggs looked like the rubber kind sold at gag stores. 


"It would certainly do more to bring attention to us," Baz pointed out, taking another sip of his coffee. It had 
been the only thing that arrived as ordered to their table. Hot and black, no need for sugar. 


"You mean your pretty face doesn't do that enough for us?" Scotti laughed, shuffling the paper to get it 


straight again before resuming his reading. 


"Like he needs his ego to be any bigger," Rachel warned, though he was grinning from around the edge of the 


paper across to Baz. 


"lll even buy it for you," he offered, pitching his voice to be heard from the other side of the newsprint. 


"Do you like it fast, pussy cat?" 


"God Baz, could you just fuck off for one second?" 


"Ahh, but its no fun doing it on my own" he pouted before seating himself beside Rachel, purposely fluffing 
Rachel's hair as he draped his arm on the back of his chair. "You know I'd rather do it with pussy.’ 


"And you certainly have no problem finding willing pussy," Rachel pointed out, picking at the label already half 
off his bottle. Case in point was all the girls helping to fill the hall to capacity; their voices carried all the way 


to back stage, where crew and musicians were rushing around to get everything into order. 


"But you advertise it so well" He pinched the fabric of the shirt that rested on Rachel's shoulder, not minding 
too much that he also caught his skin in the process. All the better to get Rachel's attention, since he was 


having more fun with his beer than him. 


"Case in point?" Rachel barely held back a laugh as he incredulously gestured to two girls Rob was chatting 
with. One wore a tight skirt that barely hung past her hips, the other girl wearing a shirt that was hiked up 
even higher than the band of her bra. 


"Hmmm, admirable efforts, | must commend them, but really Rach - this again?" Baz tugged on the black 
shirt, remarkably still in as good condition as it had been in the thrift shop. "Do you not have any other 
shirts? | might have to take you out shopping again" 


| suspect | have the same problem that you do," Rach explained, twisting his head around, almost too much as 
his head tilted, hair drifting down the back of the chair. "You're going shirtless and l'm wearing the same shirt 


in order to preserve all my other shirts." 


"That is bullshit, and you know it," Baz countered, to which Rach may as well have admitted it, grinning as he 
took a long pull on his beer. "What is so special about your shirt that you have to wear it all the time." 


‘Its comfortable, | like it, and it's a statement on what | like," he replied, straightening up a little as he heard 
the stage director yell out the time to show. They had only one minute left, which left Baz with only a few 
more lines to impart to his friend, sarcastic or otherwise. 

"Why don't you wear a shirt with my face on it then?" 

"That's why | wear this shirt, so | can preserve your face for other purposes,” Rachel stated, smirking as he 
stood up. Hair falling back into place, though a few deciding to stick to his chain, he picked them off slowly as 
he crossed over to where the rest of the band was gathering, right behind the curtains leading onto the stage. 


"You only wish," Baz murmured, getting up far more gracefully, and without any trouble with his hair. 


It was one of the nights where they didn't have the luxury of a hotel room. The drive to their next Tour stop 


wasn't too far away but they did have an early morning interview to do at a radio station How it was that he 


was the first on the bus for the night, he wasn't sure, but it was something of a comfort to know that it 
was still an average time for him, a battery clock on the counter showing that it was two in the morning. He 


was just faster than the others in getting back to the bus. 


The kitchen area was clean, but stepping past the curtain to the bunks was a different matter. As usual 
clothes loitered the floor, a group effort of trying to find the least smelly shirt in order to go out to a party 
afterwards. What Baz didn't expect was purple letters staring up at him from underneath Rob's jacket. 


"Unreal, he actually sheds his skin," he remarked, lifting Rachel's precious Faster Pussycat shirt from the floor. 
He didn't know how he did it but the fabric was soft and slightly tainted with sweat. Considering how often 
Rachel wore it, no amount of washing would get rid of that smell. It had hints of smoke, alcohol - probably 
whiskey - and even what smelled of spearmint, the attempt to lessen the damage of smoke and whiskey- 


tainted breath. 


Kicking off his boots, Baz slid into his bunk, pulling the curtain across for privacy. In the contained space the 
smell seemed to become more prominent, no longer hampered by Eau de Scotti, Rob and Snake. He continued to 
brush his fingers over the cotton though in his mind's eye he was imagining the solid weight underneath it, 


warm and shifting under exploring touches. 


"Forget about wearing my face," Baz breathed, a chuckle wending its way from his lips. It seemed to trickle all 
the way back, teasing down all the way until it reached his belly, warming it pleasantly. That smug look on his 
face, trying to tease him back, it was pointless. Rachel could serve better purposes than that. He'd use 
Rachel's face, use his mouth actually. 


Lips would be softer than the shirt, and calloused fingers would have been nice too, but without either one Baz 
pulled his own shirt off, settling the weight of Rachel's shirt over his torso. He brought his fingers inside the 
fabric, still warm from Rachel wearing it two hours ago. He slowly massaged his chest and stomach, tracing 
over his ribs as he slowly crept his way down. His other hand took care of his pants, undoing them and 
pushing them past his hips. 


Finding the weave, Baz brought the shirt down to his cock, stroking with the grain, circling and pumping as 
needed. Wrapping the fabric entirely around his length, surrounded by the sweat and heat, he growled in the 
back of his throat. Yeah, he would go down on him, find out just how much Rachel could do with his mouth. 


Imagination taking the upper-hand to his hand, providing him with all the visuals that the shirt alone couldn't do 
for him, it didn't take long to bring him to the edge. Rachel wore the shirt, clinging to his body, shifting as he 
put his whole body behind it, not just working his tongue and cheeks but even his shoulders and neck, twisting 
and sinking down. Jewellery glinting in the dark, hinting of the wicked kinks that otherwise hid in the recesses of 
that mind, spurred him on to wonder what other little secrets he could exploit from Rachel to his own 


advantage. 


A squeeze and a twist of his wrist, thumb squeezing down on the top of the ridge, and he filled the shirt. He 
sank borelessly into his bed, burying into the cheep sheets, but realising that Rachel would eventually be 


searching for his shirt, he pulled his pants back up, not bothering to fasten them as he ventured back to the 


communal laundry basket, dropping it inside unceremoniously. 


"Where the hell is my shirt?!" 


Jolted awake by the voice and by someone bumping the curtain too close to his head, Baz swiped the curtain 
back, poking his head out to see if it was safe to get up. Rachel was in the process of tearing through the 
clothing still on the floor, but he wasn't close enough to be an obstacle. 


"What's going on?" Baz asked as he swung his legs around, placing his bare feet on the floor and wiggling his 


toes. 


Rachel twisted around, his frantic search paused as he caught sight of him, or perhaps of short boxer shorts 
Baz had slept in. "Have you seen my Faster Pussycat shirt?" 


"Ahh, not since last night." It was the truth. He found it on the floor, picked it up, used it, then put it in the 
basket. Rachel just didn't need to know all the details. 


"He claims someone has moved it," Scotti explained, watching from the entrance into the burk area from the 


kitchen area, leaning against the door. His attention was on Rachel, not distracted at all by Baz's presence. 


"l'm sure itll show up somewhere," Baz reassured him. Hopefully after the laundry is done, incriminating 


evidence done away with. 


"Were we getting our laundry done today?" Rachel asked, obviously not satisfied with his findings or the 


answers everyone was giving him. 


"Not until we get into the next city." Judging by how the bus was rumbling underneath their feet, there was a 
chance that luck would still be on his side. "Maybe someone has already gathered up the laundry." 


"And left all the rest of our shit on the ground?" Scotti asked, looking just as sceptical as Rachel. 


"Is a long and arduous process, l'm sure they needed a break," Baz pointed out with a grin Scotti snickered 


while Rachel shook his head, turning back to business and muttering under his breath. 
"It's got to be here somewhere. . ." 


"Stopping wetting your panties, | found it! Rob came back from the laundry basket, holding the shirt up high. 
Baz suspected that Rob hadn't found it, judging by Snake standing over the basket, rather wide-eyed and 
holding his hand gingerly. Before he could do anything about it, Rachel had jumped to his feet, taking the shirt. 


Baz wasn't sure what he was going to do with the shirt, but was already inching his way towards the lounge. 


Studying the oddly crumpled shirt, Rachel lowered it to a level where he could use both hands to try and 
smooth it out, but it didn't budge from its weird shape. He slid his hand inside, trying to pry the shirt inside to 
out, but started at the dried, glue like feel inside. "What the-?" 


"It was like that when | found it," Snake defended, holding his hands up and nearly backing into Baz. 
"Like what?" Rob asked, unsure what the two were talking about. 


There was no need to question Scotti, not when Baz was jerking the door open for the lounge. Rachel bolted 
after him and despite the advantage that Baz had by being ahead of him, still managed to squeeze his way 
through into the other room before the door was shut and locked. Baz was struggling not to laugh, mostly out 
panic, which only set Rachel off. 


"Why did you do this to my shirt?!" 


Baz heard footsteps retreating hurriedly, silent once they were in the kitchen. "Well, | had to substitute for 


something," he explained, still grinning. 


‘Substitute for what?" Rachel asked, pressing closer. He was probably going for threatening, and the glare 
behind his eyes did suggest as much, but Baz was distracted by the way the chain seemed to quiver as 


nostrils flared. 


"Ohhh, I'll show you what," Baz reassured him, nearly in a purr as he pulled the shirt out of Rachel's hand. He 
replaced the shirt with his fingers, linking them with Rachel's as he pulled him towards the couch, pinning him 
against the arm rest. Now was his chance to feel that heat first hand. 


